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Squire Somebody. > 

Bafil, A Captain, in Love with 1 
Fetch, His Man. 
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Dolly, The Maid. 

Macahone, An Iriſhman. 
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STAGE-COACH. 
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ACT I. SCENE, An Inn. 
Enter F etch, with a Cloak-bag and Piſighs. 


| ter's Bed be ready :—Tom, John, Robin, 
Where a Plague are ye ?—-All deaf? 
No Attendance in thoſe Country Inns ; 


This is worſe than the Roſe-Tawern after Play, the 


Sun=Tawern after Change, or the Devil. Tavern at- 


ter Church. 
Enter Dolly. 

Doll. D'ye call, Sir? 

Fetch. Call, Sir ? What'a Plague—Egad ttis a p 8 
ty Girl—Hark you, Child, do you ſerve Travellers 
upon the Road here ? 

Doll. Yes, Sir. : 

Fetch. Kiſs me, then. | 3 

Dell. That's the Chamber-maid's Buſineſs: Dye 
want any Thing elſe ?—Pm in haſte. 

' Fetch. What Room does my Maſter lie in? 

Doll. The Caſtle. 

Fetch, And what Room do I lie in? 
Doll. The Garret. 
Fetch. Very well! and what Room do you lie in? 


, Dell. Underye. 
. „ Fetch. 


ERE ! Houſe ! Where are you all | 
Now we've ſupp'd, I'll ſee if my Maſ- 
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Fetch. Say no more ;—T'll but take a Dram to digeft 
my Supper :—Lay theſe Things in my Maſter's Cham- 
ber, and then Pl talk with you in yours. 

Dell. Are your Piſtols charged? [ Takes the Things. 

Fetch. Yes, yes, we always go charg'd, Child: A 
Brace of Bullets, I'll aſſure you. h 


AIR I. Every Man take a Glaſs i in his Hind: - 
Fetch. Every Man that would ſtand on his Guard, 
Should be loaded with Bullets a Brace, 
Cock and prime, and be always prepar'd 
For a ſudden Rencounter, or Chace : 
1f a flout Son of Mars ſhould his Faulchion watts; 
Or an Amazon bold ſhould diſplay her Shield, 
Let him bravely defy, 
And with Courage let fly, 
And no doubt but he wins the Field. 


AIR II. On Enfield Common. 
Dolly. Oh, hade a Care, Sir, 
| AVi irgin ſpare, Sir, 
And lay your thundring Engine ſo ftl down, 
Pour bold attacking, 
ill ſend you packing, 
And Conqueſt will procure but Small Renown 3 F 
Yet if a Maiden, 
With Troubles laden, 
Shou'd face the Danger your ftout Heart ewou'd 


Your Heat and Fire, - [ yield, Sir, 
Wou'd ſoon expire, [Sir. 
You dhardly fland the Charge but quit theField, 
[Exit Doll. 


1 | Enter Captain Baſil. 

1 | Capt. What a tedious, tireſome, dull, jolting Vehi- 
dle is a Stage-Coach ! We that are in it, are more fa- 
tigu'd than the Beaſts that draw it.— This unlucky 
Hurt, Fetch, that I've got lately, has hindered my rid- 
ing Poſt, and thrown me into this confounded Com- 
pany,—A bigbelly'd Farmer's Daughter, an 277 Wit, 
a 0 9 a City Whore, and a "RT 


Parſon. . 


Te STAGE-COACH. 5 
Fetch. And a diſbanded Captain, Sir, for want of 
a ſtroling Lawyer, or a Nurſe and a Child, to make 
up a clever Stage-Coach Set. | 
Capt. Aye, the ſwell'd Country Puſs plagu'd me 
with her ſcreaming and wry Faces; the profound 
Teague with his Nonſenſe ; the Quaker with the Spi- 
rit; the Whore with the Fleſh, and the fat Parſon 
with both. Rs 
Fetch. Truly, Sir, I pity'd you, for I don't think 
there was in the whole Company a Man of Parts, but 
you and I. 
Capt. But muſt I be tormented two Days more with 
this Coach, before I get to London. 
- Fetch. Too true, Sir. 
Capt. How can you tell? | 5 
Fetch. No body better, Sir: My Father in London 
has an Employment about the Coaches. 
Capt. What's his Employment? | 
Fetch. Sir, he's a very worthy Citizen, that attends 
at Bloſſems-Inn in Quality of a Ticket-Porter. 
Capt. I muſt get to London ſooner, or I ruin my Af- 
 fairs—Let me talk with the Coachman ; if it be poſſh- 
ble I'll make him ſtretch for me. Call him hither. 
| [Exit Fetch. 


AIR III. Muirland Willy. 
 Hoaw tedious do the Moments paſs 
In Expectation of our Joy; | 

But haſty Time oft ſhakes his Glaſs, 
Tf Pleaſure we employ. 8 IG 
Tos rigid Fate, you deal us Bliſs 
- - Swift as rapid Torrents flow, 
But Care and Anguiſh you diſmiſs, 
Lie Snails, by creeping ſlow. 


Fſhaw, here's that 1ri/þ Booby. 

EE᷑nter Macahone, flaring about him. 
Mac. Be my Shoul, 'tis a brave Houſe, ſure the 
Shentleman of the Tavern muſt be ſome Perſon of 
Quality, —Oh ! my dear Maſter Captain, I am your 


5 moſt loving and muſh honour'd Friend. 


Capt. Our Acquaintanee, Sir, is a little too ſhort 
for ſo much Familiarity. h 
TEES x "23 Mac. 
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Mac. Our Acquaintance too ſhort, dear Joy, it iſh 

threeſcore Miles long ; and by Shaint Patrick, I would 

be very joyful for being your eſpecial Friend, becauſe 

I am afraid we ſhall never meet again. | 


Capt. May I crave your Name, Sir. 
Mac. My Name iſh Tourlough Rauwer dons; 


of the Pariſh of the Curough a Begely, in the Coun- 


ty of Tipperary, Eſhquire; where is my Manſion Houſe, 


for me and my Predeceſſors after me. 


Capt. Very well. And pray, Sir, what Affairs 
carry you to London ? 

Mac. No Affairs, my dear Joy : for I "Fn tranſ- 
acted my Buſineſs in London before I came there. 

Capt. That's ſomewhat an odd Way of doing Bu- 
ſineſs. 

Mac. By my Shoul, Sir, it is the quickeſt Way tho': 
vas going to London to make my Fortune. 

Capt. How, Sir? 

Mac. Why, by the Law, F nend; or Phyſick, or 
a Merchant's Wife, or Back-Gammon, or any of theſe 


honourable Profeſſions; tis all the fame to Macahone, 


Fait: But I have made my 12 ortune e by my 
Gaſhip's Hand. | 

Capt. How pray, Sir ? 

Mac. Becauſe, my dear Joy, you 'are my intimate 
Friend, and a Stranger, I will communicate that Se- 
cret into your Stomach: The fine Lady in the Coach, 


Madam Strowler, is a rich Merchant's Wife in Vine- 


gar ard, by Drury- lane in London, and ſhe is fallen 
in down- right Affections with me, and treats me with 
mighty Civility, permitting me to pay the Reckoning 
for her in every Plaſh. 


Capt. Honeſt Jenny the Player has ſnapt this Boo- 


by, and e en let her make a Hand of him. A/ Fae. J Are 


you {ure ſhe's rich? | 
Mac. By my Shoul, ſhe ſhew'd me a Cd as big - 


as a Potatoe ; and, faith, it look'd almoſt as clear as 
Glaſs; and ſhe keeps her flying Chariot too, ſhe told 


me fo herſelf: And by my Shoul, I am fo cunning, 
that if anoder had told me ſo, I lad not believed him. 
Capt. Youre plaguy cunning indeed, Sir. 15 
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Mac. O Ara, dear Joy, we are all ſo: Upon my 
Shoul, let an Iriſbman alone for making his Fortune: 
He is as cunning as no Man alive.—But, my dear Joy, 
I wiſh I was after going to Bed to digeſt my Supper: 
Here are two Beds in your Chamber, and pray, my 
dear Friend, tell me, do you intend. to lie in em both? 

Capt. Tis probable, Sir, I ſhall uſe but one. 

Mac. Then, Sir, with your Leave and Permiſſion, 
I ſhall uſe the Yother :—But pray let me not incom- 
mode your Perſon, if you intend to lie in both the Beds. 


Capt. Not at all Sir, Booby ! [Aſide. 
Mac. Sir, J am your moſt obliging Servant. 
Capt. Coxcomb! [Afede. 


Mac. I render you many Tanks. [Exit Macahone. 
Enter Coachman and Fetch. 
Capt. Honeſt Jolt, how is't ? What ſhall I give 
thee to drink? 
Juolt. Thank you, Maſter; what you pleaſe ; here's 
rare Nants in the Houſe. A Cogue, or ſo, wou'd do 
no Harm. nt) | Ng 
Capt. Here, Fetch, bring us half a Pint. 
| — 5 [Exit Fetch. 
Well, Jolt, canſt do a Man a Kindneſs upon Occaſion? 
Folt. A Kindneſs! Aye, Maſter, an that be all We 
Coachmen are all mighty civil Fellows, you know. 


AIR IV. Dame of Honour. 
There's ne er a Coachman drives a Coach, 
But what's an honeſt Fellow ; 
At your leaft Beck, we ſoon approach, 
Or when yaur Serwants bellow. 
We ufe our Fare 
With tender Care, 
Go faſt, or flow, to eaſe you < 
Maid are kind, | 
Mie know your Mind, 


And foftly drive to pleaſe you. 


Capt. Are your Horſes good? 1 ot 
Juoublt. Special good Cattle, Maſter : A Tondon Noctor 
wou d have ſet up his Coach with them, if we had txuſt- 
ed to the Fall of the Leaf: And but t othet Day 


. here, 
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here, one of your Stock-jobbers hir'd em for an EleQt- 
on Cod — had almoſt got him the Place. 


AIR V. Tho' Claret be a Bleſſing. | 
You'll find in ev'ry Nation 
By ſhining Gold's Perſuaſion ; 
A Fool is fit 
(With Wealth) to ſit, 
Far bigher than his Station : 
Be neer ſo dull, 
If Purſe is full, 
Votes. avill come whene'er they rall : 
Tho the Fools 
Are but Tools 
For the Wiſe to awork withal. 5 


Enter Fetch with Brandy. 

Capt. Here, Jolt, pull it off. 

[Gives Jolt the Brandy. 

Jolt. Your Health, Maſter, [Drinks.] Rare Stuff, 
after my twelve Eggs and a Pound of Bacon. | 
Xi SE Well, Jolt, can I be at London by to-morrow 

tht 
| "Ste To-morrow Night. e, 41812751 [/orinks. ] 
if you can fly. 

Capt. See here, Felt, [Pulls out a Purſe. poodle 
Buſineſs is ſo prefling, a good Share of this Purſe 1 is 
thine, if thou wilt haſten our Journey. 

Jolt. If that be all, [drinks all. Tis done. 
We are to be in London the Day after to-morrow by ten 
a Clock at Night. Now, Maſter, to oblige you, I'll be 
there by Nine. 

Capt. Is the Fellow mad! ? I tell thee I muſt be there 
to-morrow. _ 

Folt. Aye, ſo you. may, if you can: "Tis a long 
Way, Maſter— The Roads are deep, and I won't ſpoil 
my Horſes ; they're dearer to me, ney; than 
my Wife and Children. 

Fetch. Silly Fool! thou haſt no more Senſe than 
the Horſes; why there's enough in that Purſe to bribe 
thy very Maſter, the Duke * . and two or 


three n Princes. 
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| Jolt. Well, what there's in't, there's in't. [Peeps in 
the empty Purſe, and throws it down.) What do you 


prate for? Theſe Beau Footmen are as Cock-a-hoop 


of late, as if they had Places at Court I'm an honeſt 
Man ;—Bribes won't paſs i' the Country now.—Beſides, 
I mutt not baulk my Stages Aſide.) The Innkeep/ 
ers have brib'd me already. [Exit Jolt. 
Capt. Well, tho' it kills me, I muſt ride Poſt. | 
Fetch. But pray, Sir, what makes'you in ſo much 
Haſte? | 5 
Capt. Why this Letter from my Miſtreſs. [ Reads. 


My Deas, : : 
OV heard Poe loft my dear Mother; my Un- 
cle (to whoſe Care I am left) not conſidering your 
Pretenſions, is reſolv'd to marry me to another But 
what's worſe, the old Gentleman has got my writings, 


and I muſt ſeem to comply with his Deſires If you 


would prevent my being made a moſt unfortunate Crea- 
ture, fly to my Relief, my dear Baſil, with all the 
Speed which your Love, and my Diſtreſs require. 

ISABELLA. 
I'm afraid I ſhall come too late. Run to the Poſt Houſe, 
get us Horſes, and we'll mount this Moment 
whom have we here ? 


Fetch. Some of the Company that came in the Lon- 


| don Coach, that ſupp'd on tother Side o'th' Houſe. | 
Enter *Squire Somebody, bringing a Band-box, with 
other Luggage, a Maſh, and @ Fan. 


| $qu. Come, Mrs. Igel, I've got your Things. Bleſs 


us, what a Parcel of Luggage theſe Women carry 
about 'em; and the poor Lover here, muſt be ſubject 
to the Slavery of Band-boxes.—Mrs. 1/bel, why don't 
you come away? I'm as tir'd as a Scotch Pedlar under 
his Pack. , 

Enter Iſabella. She flarts, ſeeing the Captain. 
Iſab. Ha! 


Squ. Ha! What's the Matter, my dear Wife that 


is to be? 


_ Tſab. I miſs my Watch 1 fear Tue loſt it in the 


Room where we ſupp'd, pray go and ſee. 4 
| gu. 


But 


— — 


— * 
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S$qu. Aye, by all means, — Here, look to your Things; 

there are Strangers about. 
[Exit Squire, having laid Sb the Things: 

Capt. Ha! what do I ſee 7 Look, Fetch, is not 
that Iſabella ? | 

Jſab. My dear Baſil ! | [They embrace. 

Ip My 1/abella ! wn Miracle has brought you 
hither ! | 

Jſab. You receiv'd my Letter ? 

Capt. There it is; and it has brought me fo far in 
my Journey to you. 

1/ab. My Uncle, who knows you only by Name, 
dreading your Return to London, has thought fit to 
hurry me down to the Country-houſe of that Block- 
head, that I fent juſt now on a Fool's Errand, under 
pretence of loſing my Watch : My Uncle is at the Bar, 


| hagling with the Landlady, and is to come up preſent- 


ly into the Room where we lie. Now if you can find. 
a Way to reſcue me from the old Knave and the young 
Fool.- 
AIR X VI. Tell me, tell m2, deareſt Creature. 
Ifab. If we loſe the fair Occaſion, | 
Ino more ſhall bleſs thy Sight ; 
Baſ. Lowe awert the direVexation, 
And ſecure my Souls Delight : 
Iſab. Pain is idle Invocation, A 
While our Foes their Strength unite ; 
Baſ. But we'll mock their Combination, 
Flying thro' the Shades of Night. 
But here he comes—He' s the Son of Sir Aminadab 
Somebody in Lancaſhire. 
| Enter 'Squire Somebody. | 
Sgu. Gone! gone! no Watch to be found: O Lord, 


| Gentlewoman: ſee what your Uncle will fay to you : 


Loſe your Things ſo aforehand. ——T won't lend you 


mine. 
Jab. You need not, Sir—for the Watch is found 
again; I had only put it in the wrong Pocket. 
Squ. And that's thirty Pounds in mine. Aſide. 
Capt. Sure I ſhould know that Voice and Face too.-- 
Sis are not you related to the Family of the Somebo- 


dies ? 


Su. 
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Sgu. Yes, Sir, my Father is Sir Aminadab Somebo- 
dy, Di and I am his eldeſt Son by the firſt Ven- 
ter, Nicodemus Somebody, Eſquire. 

Capt. Sir, I am proud to embrace the Son of my 
old Friend, Sir Amina dab. Pray, Sir, what Lady 
is that with en 
Su. Tis only my Miſtreſs, at your Service. 
We want but a Parion, a Wedding-dinner, a Pair of 
clean Sheets, and a Sack-poſſet, to ſend us the Way 
of all Fleſh. 

Capt. Then, Sir, upon your Account, Til preſume 
to pay my Reſpects to the Lady. [Salutes Iſabella. 

Squ. Sir, you're a very reſpeQful Perſon.— Well, 
how d'ye like her? Won't ſhe make a rare Tit for 
young Somebody! She's a little in the Dumps at pre- 
ſent, but we ſhall dump her out of that. 

Capt. What, out of Humour, and ſo near her Mar- 
riage? 

F Squ. Ay, there was a certain Captain that lov'd her, 
and ſhe lov'd that certain Captain. Now, I can't 
tell how the Devil this Fellow had wimbled himſelf in- 
to the Mother's Favour, and had got her Conſent : 

But as good Luck wou'd have it, the old Woman was 
pleas'd to go where all old Women ſhou'd go: and fo 
Mr. Micher being a very honeſt Man, and mighty fit 


for a Guardian; but having a deadly Averſion to a red 


Coat, ſtruck up a Bargain with the Father for 
me, and we're going down to our Houſe to take Poſ- 
ſeſſion of the Premiſſes :—So this Scoundrel of an Of- 
ficer is like to be disbanded ; and the, forſooth, is 
vex'd, becauſe ſhe can't ſerve under him—Ha, ha, ha, 
[Laughs. ] Poor Dog, he's broke of all Sides. 

Capt. Ha, ha, ha, filly Fellow ;—He'll hang him- 
ſelf, that's certain; what ſhould Soldiers do elſe in 
Tinie of Peace. 

Su. Ay, my dear F riend, I ſhou'd be glad if they 
were all 3 for the Sake of the French ;— j— 
Perhaps you may know this ſame Captain, — Tis one 
Baſil, a poor inſignificant Ringloader of fifty Rogues : 
Ha, ha, ha. 

Capt. Bail! I know him: Bloody Rogues he led 


indeve: 
8 


* 
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Sgu. And he the ſaddeſt Rogue of em all ! Ha, ha, 


ha. [ Laughs. 


Capt. Ha, 3 ha: | [augbs. 
Jab. If you thought this Captain overheard you, 
you durſt not talk at that rate. 
$qu. Durſt, ſay you? Odſookers, I fear neither 
Man, Woman, or Child ;—And I wou'd tell him ſo 
to his Face, —when my Friend ſtands by me here. 
[Shaking the Captain by the Hand. 


AIR VII. From the Italian. 

Think not to affright 
A Man of my Might, 

By threatning Wounds and Scars, 
Pl Fevell and look bluff, 
Vapour and buff 

| Spite of your Bully of Mars. 
Iſab. Remember the Feſt 

Befel the bold Beaſt, 

Array'd in the Lion's Skin, 
When Spite of Harangues 


Bruiſes and Bangs 


She av d the dull Coward within.” 


Capt. Sofily, Madam : My Friend Wicademis Some- 
body, is a Perſon whom you ought to regard: In time 
you'll have no Cauſe to complain. 

Sgu. Ah, dear Sir, you do me more Honour than 1 
deſerve :—But don't you think now that J am much 
more for her Turn than this ſame Raggamuffin ? 

Capt. There's no Compariſon, Sir; and I think no 
body can tell better than I. S0 I can aſſure the Lady, 
this is like to be the laſt Trouble you ſhall give her. 

Squ. Well faid, faith. E'cod, I've got a good 


| Friend here, and did not think on't. 


Iſab. Aye, but if Baſil were here, he wou'd be too 
hard for you and your Friend both. 

Capt. Why, what wou'd you do, if Baſil were here? 

Iſab. T wou'd run away with him to the next Parſon, 
and leave Nicodemus here in the Lurch. 

Squ. Nicodemus thanks you with all his Heart. Did 


not I tell you now, how ſhe was bewitch'd by this _ 
tain 


0 
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tain? The Devil's in theſe Captains, I believe—Cod, 
I've a mind to be a Captain too.—Odſookers, now I 
think on't, my dear Friend, I am Captain already of the 
Militia : (and that's a kind of a Captain) And do you 
think that we that pay them, are not better than they ? 
Lab. Well, but we cou'd do it, Sir, and you never 
the wiſer : For while my Uncle and you were faſt aſleep, 
I cou'd ſteal out of my Chamber, fly into Baſil's Arms, 
and he ſhou'd have a Coach ready to hurry me to Lon- 
don, before you were awake the next Morning. 


AIR VIII. Laſt Part of the Dutch Skipper. 
When a Lady is fir d by a Hero brave, 
With Invention quick 
She will frame a Trick, | 
To cheat a dull Fool, and a ſordid Knawe, 
And fly to her Lowe's Defence. 
Secure in their Folly ſhe boaſts her Scheme, 
And ſees them inſult on the fancy'd Dream, 
"Till ſuffering quickens their Senſe, _ 


Su. Odſookers, ſhe's a cunning Jade, for all that; 
| ſhall have a rare Wife of her. 

Capt. Well, well, Madam, I underſtand you ; we 
ſhall take Care of that Matter. 8 

Squ. Aye, aye, ſo we will; my dear Friend here, 
and I ſhall watch your Waters, — I'll warrant you 
Oh! here's Uncle Micher. | | 


Enter Micher, with a Bill in his Hand. 

Mich. Ha! the Cut-thraat Dogs ! here's a Bill for 
you : The fat Jade at the Bar will ſcore her ſelf to _ 
the Devil, before any Sollicitor, Taylor, Phyſick, or 
Tipple-poiſoner in Europe. 


AIR IX. O ponder well, &c. 
Mich. This Fade will ſcore herſelf to Hell, 
If ſhe ſuch Bills does make. | 
Squ. Then get the Prieſt that Tale to tell, 
And ſhe. may warning take. | 
[Gives the Bill to the Squire. 
B Ts [Squire 


: / : * 
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[Squire reads.] For Bread and Beer 8s. 10d. -Here's 
as much Bread and Drink as wou'd ſerve the French 
in Spittle-fields for a Week. For a Calf's Head 
and Bacon, 105. For a boil'd Pig and Colliflewers.— 
That I beſpoke, 9s. For @ red Herring 
was yours, Uncle, 1s. For @ Bottle of Hart's-horn, 
— That was your Supper, Miſtreſs, 7d. Hey-day ! 
what's here; Mull d Sack, Dumplins, Cheeſe, Oranges, 
Toaſt and Butter, Fruit, Sallad, Wine, Cards, Bran- 
dy, Tarts, and Tobacco. In all, two pounds, thir- 
teen Shillings, and three pence three farthings, —— 

Beſides fire. The De'el fire the Houſe. 

Mich. Well, how ſhall we club this Matter ? There's 
the old Woman that has the King's Evil: And t'other 
that ſtops the Coach every Minute, to go behind a 
Buſh, they won't pay as much as we. 

Squ. E cod, but they ſhall : And for you, Miſtreſs, 
you ſhall pay but a Crown, becauſe you eat nothing; 
and that you may not think you're hardly dealt by, III 
ſing you the Song that makes it Stage-Coach Law. 


1 


E T's fing of Stage-Coaches, 
And fear no Reproaches, 

For riding in one; 

But daily be jogging, 
While whiſtling and flogging, 
While whiſiling and flogging, 
| The Coachman drives on 
With a Hey, geeup, geeup, hey ho; 
With a Hey gee Dobbin, hey ho; © 
Hey, geeup, geeup, geeup, bey hay 
Geeup, geeup, geeup, bey bo; 
Hith a hey gee Dobbin, hey ho. 


In Coaches thus ſtrolling, 
Who wou'd not be rolling, 
With Nymphs on each Side; 


Still 


That 


Still prattling and playing, 


Our Knees interlaying, 


r . / Git 


Drive jollily then : 


| The harder you're 3 


The more tis reviving 3 


ou 
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We merrily ride : 
With a Hey, &c. 


Here Chance kindly mixes, 
All Sorts and all Sexes, 

More Females than Men ; 
We ſqueeze them, weeaſethem, 
The Felting does pleaſe them ; 


. With a Hey, &c. 


* 


Nor fear we to fall; 
For if the Coach fumble, 
We'll bade a rare fumble, 
We'll hade a rare fumble, 
And then up Tails all: 


With a Hey, geeup, geen, hey ho, 
With a hey gee Dobbin, hey ho ; 
Hey, geeup, geeup, geeup, hey ho, 


Geeup, geeup, geeup, hey ho, 4 
With à hey gee Dobbin, hey bo. © | 


Mich. Well, now let's go to Bed, that we > may be 
the ſooner out of this confounded Inn next Morning. 

Squ. Well, my dear Friend, Sir, the beſt Friends 
muſt part, tho' it be Man and Wife :—Bur if you can 
ſtep home with me, *tis but hard by, about fourſcore 
and ten Miles off, and ſtay there a Week, PII make 
you ſo drunk, you ſhan't find the Way back again in a 


engag' d. 


Month. 
Capt. Sir you "muſt excuſe me, I am. otherwiſe 
Sgu. Good Night, Sir. [Exit Squire. 


Laab. Good Night, Sir. 


[Exit with Micher, who hands her off. 


Capt. Your Servant, Madam—T hope you'll be in a 
better Humour to-morrow. —Ha ! Fetch, here's For- 
tune for you.—Now, my dear Lad, run, and at any 
Rate get us ſome Calaſh, Chariot, Coach, any thing to 


a. | hurry 


| hurry us to London. | 
I' run to my Chamber, and get every thing ready. 
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Fly !—In the mean Time, 


| [Exeunt ſeverally. 
| Enter Jolt the Coachman. | 
$56 Huſh ! Mum's the Word ; there'sa plaguy Can- 
dle ftands in my Sight. —Out, Informer, I'II ſpoil your 
peeping—The Houſe is full, and Beds are ſcarce, there- 
fore I can't lie in my own : So, good Wife at home, by 
/ 2s Leave. We Travellers are forc'd ſometimes to 
ie two in a Bed. — Tis main dark: Rare driving now in 
a deep Road and a rough Way. — Odſnigs, if Dolly now 
ſhou'd be ſkittiſh, and won't let me; I'll knock at her 
Chamber Door, however; and if the Door will open, 
well ſaid, Door, I'Il enter; and if Dolly will do like 
the reſt of her crew, well ſaid, Dolly. — 
AIR XI. Daniel Cooper. 
The Great may fancy as they will, 
Only they have Pleaſure, 
The poor Man he enjoys it fill, 
In à greater Meaſure : 
Labour fits us for Delight, 
Hunger comes by Faſting. 
He neer eats with Appetite, 
Whoſe Meal is everlaſting. 

Pox on't, here's a Light, 'tis not yet right Catterwaul- 
ing Time: 80 Fl! ſheer off 'till anon. [Exit Jolt. 
Enter Captain with his Things, and Fetch with a 

Candle. | 2 

Capt. Well, Fetch ? | re HY 
Fetch. Pve done your Buſineſs, Sir. —T've found in 
this very Inn a Calaſh, with four good Horſes, that 


ſhou'd have gone empty to London to-morrow Morning. 


Pve agreed with the Coachman to go with you imme 
diately : He'll be ready at a Whiſtle. 

Capt. That was lucky: And P've got my Things 
here; they ſhall lie till I/abella comes out I with 
ſhe was here. 7 

Fetch. Sir! Sir! think I hear a Noiſe ? 

Capt. Put out the Candle then, and let us ſtep into 
that Corner; for here we muſt wait for her. 
SR [Fetch puts out the Candle. 

| Re-enter _ 
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Re-enter Jolt. 

Jolt. Now the Coaſt is clear.—I have had a ſtrange 
hankering after this ſame Dolly this great while, and 
for her Sake I have ſet up here at the Angel now: If 
ſhe won't be civil, d'ye ſee, Pl] carry my Gueſts to 
the Saracen” Head, where I ſhall have the Hoſtler to 

take care of my Horſes, and the Maid to take care of 
me. Now for her Door. 
Fetch. Ods my Life, Sir, we' ve forgot one Thing; : the 
Gate is lock'd up by this time ; how ſhall we get out ? 
Capt. What ſhall we do ? 


Jolt. Huſh ! I hear ſomething. —<——-Shou'd this 
be ſome Rogue now creeping into Dolly /!———Pl 
put a ſpoak in his Wheel. Aſide. 


Fetch. Pve thought on't: The Maid's a good trac- 
table Wench ; ſhe'll do what we'll have her. 

Folt. Will "the, Faith, ye Dog? Sirrah, III take 
Care of that. [Afede.. 

Fetch. I'll knock at her Door; for a Piece of Mo- 
ney, I'll warrant you, ſhe'll do the Jobb. 

Folt. Perhaps I may do your Jobb firſt, you Catter- 


wauling Son of a Whore. Aſide. 
Fetch. Tis well If I *ſcape a good Dab on the 
Noſe here. [Groping about. 


[Jolt frikes him with the But-end of his Whip. ] Con- 
found that Poſt ; tis deadly hard. Her Door is on 
this Side, I'm ſure. [Jolt frites him again.] Ha! 
what's that? — another Poſt ?—'ware Noſe the third 
'Time.—Oh, ſure here's the Door; I'll knock. [ Hits 
the Coackntas in the Teeth.) Dolly, Dolly Plague 
on't, ſhe's aſleep.—Sure I'm right.— Where's the Key- 
hole ?— Oh, I've found it. [He puts his Finger in 
the Coach-man's Mouth, who bites it.] Oh, the Devil, 
the Devil; help, help, Sir! T've got my F inger here 
in a Rat-Trap. 
Capt. Where art thou? [olt lets his Finger go, 
and lays him on with his Whip.] 
Je. Gee, gee, gee ho, hey gee ho. 
| As whipping his Horſes. 
: Fetch. Murder, mnrder ! help, help ! 
Ss Hold, hold! you Dog, or P11 kill you. [Draws.. 
7 


Gee ho, ee, hey gee ho. [Whips on. 
; — 2 8 Fetch, 
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Fetch. Murder, murder! help! the Devil lays me on. 
Enter Hoſtler with a Light. 
Hoft. What's the Matter? What's the Matter? 
Folt. Come on, gee, gee ho, my hearts. [Whips on. 
Hoft. What a Deuce d'ye mean, Maſter Jolt. 
Folt. What's the Mutter f What's all this Buſtle for? 
[Y, 3 | 
Hot. What, are you drunk, or dreamin 
Felt. What wou'd you have ? Where K ?—Oh, 
Oh, is it you Fil. the Hoſtler? Odſnigs, I thought I 
had been in Bed. I dreamt that my Coach ſtuck in 
Hockley the Hole, and I was licking my Horſes till I 
made em ſmoke again. I beg your Pardon, Gentle- 
men, for taking you for my Beaſts. | 
| Enter Dolly. 
Dell. What's the Matter here? Are not you aſham'd 
to diſturb People at this time of Night ? 
Fetch. You're come 1n good time, Child, to fave that 
Rogue a beating; for now we've other Buſineſs. A 
Word with you. [Tales her afide. 
Capt. Get ye gone, Sirrah, or I'll cut your Ears off, 
ye Dog. [To . ] And you here, with your Light, go 
E. and leave us to our Buſineſs. [ Jolt retires to the Door. 
[Exit Hoſtler with Light. 
olt, Odzookers, now they're driving the Bargain. 
E'cod, Pl overturn the Coach to-morrow in a Slough, 
to cool that Dog of a Captain's Courage in a Puddle. 


A I R XII. The Scotch Tune. 


Dolly. Since Bribes are Faſhions of each Day, 

Why then ſhou'd TI be out? | 

Bath High and Low the Game will play, 
No e makes a Doubt. | 

Your Coin I'll take but as my Due, 
*Tis Vales in ſuch a Caſe, 

And all awell kniw there's very few 

But tack it to their Place. 


7 Exit Dolly. 


Fetch. The Town's our own, Sir; I've given Dolly 


a 3 ſhe conſents, and I've got the Key: 
[ Holds te Key in his Hand. 


the 


Jolt. The * a Plague on her Lock. Now has 


8 


20 „ HE om 


Te STAGCE-COACH 


the Minx granted at once what ſhe has deny'd me this 

Twelve-month ; but that Guinea is the Devil at a 

Key ſtole : I warrant it would open a thouſand Spring- 

Locks in Covent-Garden--I'll watch, and ſee what all 

this will come to. (Aide. 
Enter Iſabella with a ſmall Trunk. 

Lab. He ſhould be here.--Captain. (In a low Voice. 


Capt. My Dear. In a low Voice. 
Folt. My dear ! ah the damn'd Jade :---She's come 
out to him now. (Afrde. 


Enter Micher, groping his Way. 
Mich. Does ſhe walk in her Sleep ? Where can ſhe 
go at this time of Night ?--P'll watch her. (Afede. 
T/ab. Captain! where are you? (In @ low Voice. 
Capt. Here, here. 1 
Mich. Captain! Sure ſhe can't have her Captain 


here. | (Aſide. 
Felt. Odſnigs, they're going to't ; but PII ſpoil 
their Sport. (Afide. 


(The Captain and Iſabella meet. 
1/ab. Come, I'm got out at laſt ; and what's more, 
I've got the Writings. 


Micher meets the Coachman, they lay hold on each 
other. 


Mich. Ah, you young Baggage, have I caught you? 


Lights, Lights, here. 

1/ab. Sir, I hear my Uncle's Voice -Let's loſe no time. 

Capt. Let's away, my Dear.——Petch take up the 
Things. | (Exit Captain and Ifabella. 

Fetch taking up the Things, drops the Key, and Exit. 

Mich. Lights here, Lights. gn 

Enter Hoſtler with a Candle. 
Hot. What's the Matter here again? 
Mich. Ha! what the Devil, who are you? | 
| { Looks on Jolt. 

Jolt. And who are you, an that be all!? 

Mich. Where's my Niece ? Ah, you Pimp, you're in 
the Plot too, Where's that damn'd Rogue the Captain ? 
Juolt. (Aide. ) Your Niece ! the Captain has other 
work in Hand : But this is a rare Time to quit Scores 
with him, [Ta 
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14 [To Micher.] If you want the Captain, Sir, you'll 
1 | find him in that room with his Whore. 


| [| Mich. His Whore ! the Dog make my Niece his 
is Whore ! get a Conſtable. —Help ! a Conſtable. | 
1 


| Enter Squire Somebody yawning. 


Squ. Here, what a Devil's the Matter ? Can't you 
3 let a body ſleep, among you. | 
Fi Mich. Ah, Nicodemus, we're all undone ! the Captain 

] here has got away your Miſtreſs into that Room—and 
0 what they are doing Heaven knows. 
1 lc c8quire goes to the Door and liſtens. 

Su. Ha! I hear ſome Noiſe, I hear ſome Noiſe 
within ; 'why don't you break open the Door, Uncle ? 

Mich. Why don't you? | 

S$qu. She's your Niece. 

Mich. She's your Wife, that 1s to be. 

Squ. I can't tell that now. 

Mich. A Conſtable, let's have a Conſtable. 

Sgu. A Conſtable, a Conſtable. [Both together. 

Jolt. TIl run and call up my Landlord, he's a Con- 
ſtable. Exit Jjolt. 


Here one appears at the N. indow, or Balcony ; and 
after he has ſpoke, another appears on the appoſite 
Side, in Night Caps.] 


What's the matter there? [17 a maſculine voice.] 
A Man may as well ſleep in a Paper Mill, as in one of 


theſe confounded Inns. 
What Noiſe is that below? [Ina feminine Voice. ] 


Are the People mad ? 


| 4 =. Here ſeveral People pop out at ſeveral Windows and 
'F1 Balconies, with Night Caps, and try out all at once 
1 in different Voices. | 


17 Onmnes. Are ye all diſtracted here? Is the Devil in 
'? the People ? What's the Matter below ? Why do you 
make ſuch a Noiſe ? Will no body tell us the meaning 
of this Uproar ? | | Squ. 
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Squ. Nothing, nothing, Miſtreſs ; no Harm, only 


a Gentleman who is making me a Cuckold before my 
Time. 


AIR XIII. There was three Lads in London Town. 


Mac. In City, Town, and Country too, 

A Cuckold is no wonder ; 

'Tis more than any one can do, 
To keep a Woman under; 

Your Horns, dear Foy, will grace your Head, 
And fit you for high Station; 

_ A Wife will ſave your Soul, when Dead, 

And fait you're in de Faſhion. 


nter Landlord and Jolt, with a Leaver in his Hand. 
Servants. 
Land. Here, where are thefe People? 
Squ. There, Sir, in that Room. 
1 Land. Come out here; I charge you in the King's 
ame: | 


AIR XIV. An old Woman cloathed in Grey. 


Authority Hard-head here calls 
A Conſtable famous for Might, 
I filence all Squables and Brawls, 
And ſnore in my Chair ev'ry Night; 
And therefore ſtrait open the Door, 
And let me your Crimes underſtand, 
Or as I'm à Son of a Whore, 
PU puniſh you all by this Hand. 


Why then ſtay where you are in the Devil's Name.— 
Break open the Door. [ Jolt breaks open the Door. 
Land. Why don't you go in? | 
Folt. Why don't you go in? You are an Officer. 
Land. Then I command you to go in before me. 
Folt. Let the Squire go in, 'tis his buſineſs. | 

Squ. Let my Uncle go in, 'tis more his than mine. 
Mich. Come, we'll all go in; tho' he be a Captain, 
he is but one. [They all go inta the 3 
ner 
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Enter Dolly at another Door. | 
Doll. What can they be * for in my Cham- 
ber? 


ATR XV. To Chlee the Kind and the Eaſy. 


How wretched were Dolly s Condition, 
If under the Bed 
Her Lower were hid, 
Expecting the Hour of Fruition ; 
And panting with eager Haſte, 
Inſtead of a whiſpering Voice, 
Amwak'd by a boiſt rous Noiſe, 
His Heart wou'd ſo beat, 
It wou'd ſurely defeat 
His hopes, tho the Storms are paſt. 


| Re-enter *Squire Somebody, Micher, Ec. 


$qu. The Devil a Thing is here, but an old Pair of 
Boddice, a broken-backed Chair, a Quire of Ballads, 
a Flock-Bed, and a green Chamber-Pot. 

Doll. Why, Gentlemen, the People that you want 
are gone: They took the Key from me, and went out. 

Su. Gone! O ye Skies. Sic tranſs t gloria mundi. 

Mich. Here, here, let's follow em. 

Sgu. Aye, aye, Horſes, Coaches, Spurs, Whips, Spat⸗ 
terdaſhes, Gambadoes, Boots, and Saſhoons;— Away. 

Land. Hold, hold, Gentlemen, what's here? [Land- 
lord finds the Key] The Key of the Great Gate ? — They 
muſt be in the Houſe ſtill, if the Maid did not let *em out. 

Doll. Not I, upon my Word, Sir. 

Land. Then they muſt have dropt the Key, and are 
in the Houſe ſtill. 
Su. Huzza |! have at em FOE ; Swords, Halberts, 
Quarter-Staves, Muſkets, Pikes, and Pocket-Piſtols. 

Mich. Find 'em out, find 'em out then. 

[Exit Land. Jolt, and Servants. 

Why con! t you go help em, Nephew ? | 

Squ. I ftay to keep you Company, Uncle. 


Enter Captain, in a Night-Gown. 


_ Capt. What's the meaning of all this Noiſe ? 1 
u. 
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Su. Ah! my dear Friend, ſtand by me now. [Runs 
to the Gaptain andembraces and kiſſes him.] Who ſhou'd 
be here but that damn'd Rogue of a Captain that we 
talk'd of, and has run away with my Miſtreſs. 

Capt. The Devil he did ! And how will you uſe 
him when he's found. | | 

Squ. Uſe him! VII pump him, I'll ſouſe him, flag 
him, carbonade him, and eat him alive. 

Capt. But hark ye, Sir, don't make ſuch a Noile ; 
you'll diſturb my Wife. 

Squ. What, Sir ! are you married ? 

Capt. Married, and bedded ſince I ſaw you. 

Squ. To whom? | | 


Enter Iſabella, and all the reſt, except Macahone. 


Capt. To this Lady, Sir. 

$qu. Uncle! 

Mich. Nephew ! 

Squ. Speak, you're the older Man. 

Mich. Married, it can't be ! how cou'd you be mar- 
ried ſo ſuddenly ? . | 

Capt. Very luckily, Sir : We intended, indeed, to 
have had it done more decently ; but my Blockhead 
dropt the Key, and being ſtopt that Way, we ſaw a 
Light in the Miniſter's Chamber, that travelled with 
me. We went up, and found him ſmoaking his Pipe: 
He firſt gave us his Bleſſing, and then lent us his Bed. 

Su. He was a very civil Gentleman. | 

Mich. Sir, this won't paſs upon me.—What Evi- 
dence have you for this ? 

Enter Macahone. 

Mac. By my Shoul he needs no Evidence, for I am 
one : I was call'd to be a Witneſs : His Man did wa- 
ken me before I was aſleep ; and if you will believe no 


body, you may go up and aſk the Miniſhter. 
ATR XVI. Under the Green Wood Tree. 
Mac. He needs no Evidenſh, dear Foy, 


For fait now I am one, 
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Twas awak'd by dat brawe Boy, [Pointing to F. etch. 
Fore I to Sleep was gone. 

1 ſaw de Parſon Jay de Grace, 

„ In Troth now this is true, 

De Meat was dreft 

| And of de beſt, | 

'N And fait be did fall too. 

Capt. And in return, my dear Country-man, Pl 
take Care to do you a Service in relation to your pre- 
tended Merchant's Wife. 

Mich. Then ſince it is ſo, much good may't do you 
with your No-Fortune——Her Mother did not leave 
her a Groat. 
| Squ. T am glad on't with all my Heart. 
| i} Vab. Sir, it will appear otherwiſe by my Writ- 
it ings. | 
br Mich. Writings, what Writings? I've no Writings 
of yours. 


Capt. No more you han' t, Sir, for here they are. 
[Shews them. 


. 


AIR XVII. 


79088 Iſab. 
| Capt. Souls cementing, 
Iſab. Hearts contenting, 
Both. Free and yet confin'd. 
Capt. While you, my . 
Iſab. You, my deareſt, 
Both. Gently rule my Mind. 
Capt. No more my abſent Fair, 6: 
With jealous dread tormenting ; 
Tfab. No more ſhall Rivals dare, 
5 My tremblng Heart inveſt. 
Capt. Cares ever pleas'd and pleaſi "gs 
Iſab. Toys ewermore increaſing, 
Both. Sewell my tuneful Breaſt. 
Capt. With Raptures warming, 
Ifab: Charm'd and Charming, 
| Both. Thou its only Gueſt. 


; Thrice happy we by Lode and Hymen end. 
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Mich. Confuſion! then I know what I have loſt. 


Sgu. And ſo do I too : T've loſt my Labour; I've loſt 
my Friend; I've loſt my Uncle; and Pre loſt my Wife. 


But fince the Coach ſuch Novelties has bred, | 


Th 2 Squire unmarry d, and the Captain . ed 3 a 
Tl be reveng d, and go,. — 171 go to bed. 
| LS TP ; | a [Exeunt Omnegs. ' 


OY 
bc 


* PROLOGUE. 


Spoken upon the Revival of this Comedy, at the Thea- 
tre in Lincoln's-Inn-Fields, ſome Years fince, when 


ated for the Benefit of the A u r HOR. 
Written by Mr. SAMUEL PHlLliys. 


IKE ſome abandon'd Miſtreſs of the Town, 
By long Enjoyment ſtale and nauſeous grown, 

A thouſand little cunning Fricks ſhe tries, 
T'appear more tempting in her Lover's Eyes; 
Studies each Hour new Arts t'increaſe her Charms, 
And draw him back to her once lovely Arms: 
But all in vain, in vain the Nymph does labour, 
And racks Invention to regain your Favour, 
Nothing will do, ſince you're reſolv'd to leave her. 


This is our Cafe ; what Projects han't we try'd, 
In hopes you'd ſtick the cloſer to our Side ? 
Beth Day and Night toil'd with inceſſant Pains, 
T'increaſe your Pleaſures, and augment our Gains: 
Nay, when we found we'd nothing here wou'd do, 
We ranſack'd the whole Globe to find out new, 
And all for ſuch ungrateful Souls as you. 
Do what we cou'd, you left us here alone, 
Our Fate and your Unkindneſs to bemoan. 
To poor Monimia you unpity'd, mourn'd, 
Her moving Sighs, alas ! were all return'd, 


By a more piercing, ecchoing, hollow Sound. 1 
et 


_ PROLOGUE. 


Yet after all th' Unkindneſs you have ſhown, 
(Such eaſy Fools as we were never known) 
We'd perſevere again, renew our Toil, . 
Won d you but crown our Labours with a Smile; 
And, as a Proof, we here this Night preſent. you 
With ſomething New, which will, we hope, content you: 
And if at laft, this the ſtray d Town reelaime, 
We're fully fatisfy'd for all our Pains; = 
Your once-loy'd Stage its drooping Head ſhall raiſe, 
And from its Rival boldly ſnatch the Bays. | 
But yet, if after all you'll not relent, | 
But ſtedfaſtly are on our Ruin bent, | 
Don't with the Guilty ſlay the Innocent. | 
To Night, at leaſt, let's your Compaſſion ſhare, 
And out of Charity be plas'd to ſpare J 
The half- ſtary d Poet, tho you damn the Player. 
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EPILOGUE. 
Spoken by Capt. Baſil. 
Meridien by Nut. Pu nes, 


þ 
T length, Gallants, with whipping, and much 
| (flogging, 


And Ribs moſt ſorely bruis'd by Jolts and Jogging; 


Safely am I arriv'd at th' Land of Matrimony, | 
(A Land, I'm told, that flows with Milk and Honey) 


In which, accompany'd with my loving Wife, 


J intend to travel out the ſmall Remains of Life: 
If I've miſtook the Path, and gone amiſs, 

And 'ſtead of th' promis'd Land of Happineſs, 
Find it a barren, curs'd, . uneven Soil, | 
O'er-run with Briars, and not worth my Toll ; 
How ſhall I curſe the Authors of my Sin, 

Who with fine gilded Words firſt drew me in, 


And noos'd the cred'lous Wretch faſt in the 
Marriage Gin? 


But all in vain, for there is no Relief 


To heal my Sorrows, and correct my Grief ; 


No Pray'rs, no Tears can waſh away my Crime, 


Nothing will do, unleſs aloft I climb, 
And fairly rouſe my ſelf a ſecond Time : 
Yet that, perhaps, may like the firſt, deceive ; 
Therefore let what will come, Þ'l] e'en contented live. 
If my kind Spouſe t' Incontinency is given, 
That's not amiſs, for Cuckolds go to Heaven. 
| d 


EPILOGUE. 
Beſides, of late, a Cuckold and a Rogue 


Are the two only Men who're moſt in Vogue. 


They, cunning Knaves, (ſubmitting all to Gain) 
Know 'tis the chief Step to a golden Chain; 
And, I dare fay, there's not one to be found, 

But firſt wore Horns, and then the Scarlet Gown. 
To Roguery the Courtiers moſt pretend, 

Yet it finds neighb'ring Cit no backward Friend; 
That, like the other, to Preferment leads, "24 
Then ſure he cannot fail that both Paths treads. 


To Cuckoldom the Citizens lay claim, | 


The latter | 
As being an Officer, I underſtand, | 
Knows ; Pas to cheat, as well as to Command : 


Yet I don't doubt, but that my Spouſe is kind, 


And then too ſqon I ſhall the former find. 


SONG 


So 00 @ Tree. 


* 


y Mr. FAI AUA 


1 I. 
Triſting SONG you ſball hear, , 
, Begun with a Trifle, and ended : 
All Trifling People draw near, 
And I fball be nobly * 


44 ++ it Hot for Trifles, a fer 
That lately have come into Play, 
The Men would want ſomethittg to do, 


And the Women want ſomething to ſay. 
III. 


What makes Men Triflle in Dreſſing? 
Becauſe the Ladies, they know, 
Admire, by often poſſeſſinx, 
That eminent Trifle, ' a Beau. 
IV. 
When the Lower his Moments has Trifled, 
The Trifle of Trifles % gain, | 
No ſooner the Virgin is Rifled, 
But a Trifle Kal. puri 8 * again. 


What mortal Man wwoufd he ble 
At Wuarrte's * half an Hour to fit 
Or who cou d bear a 'Vea-Table, 
Without talking Trifles Fa Wit ? 
VI. 


| The Court is from Trifles ſecure, 
Gold Keys are no Trifles, we ſee 

White Rods are no Trifles, Tm ſure, 

Whatever their Bearers may be. 


a 
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VII. 


VII. 
But if you will; go tothe Place 
Where Trifles abundantly breed, 
The Levee will ſbeww you his Grace 


Makes Promiſes Trifles indeed ! 
| VIII. 


A Coach with fix Foot-men behind, 
I count neither T rifle nor Sin; 


But, ye Gods ! how oft do we find 
A ſcandalous Trifle within? x, 


IX. 
A Flaſk of Champaign, People think it 
A Triflle, or ſomething as bad ; 
But if you'll contrive how ta drink it, 
You'll find it no Triße Io: 


A Parſon's a Trifle at Sea, 
A Widow's a Trifle in Sarrow ; 
A Peace is a Trifle to Day; 
Who knows what may happen to Niere 7 
XI. 
A Black Coat a Trifle may cloak, 
Or to hide it, the Red may endeavour ; 
But if once the Army is broke, 
We Ball have more Trifles than ever. 
XII, 
The Stage is à Trifle, they ſay ; 
The en pray carry along, 
Becauſe at ev'ry new Play, 


The Houſe they with Trifles ſo AA 
XIII. 


But with People's Malice to Trifle, 
And to ſet us all on a Foot, | 
The Author of this is a Triflle, 
And his Song is a Triflle to boot. 
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Plays Printed for P. Wilſon, J. Exſhaw, and H. 
| Bradley, in Dame-ftreet, Bookſellers. 


* N N A Bullen, T. by Banks. 
Brothers, T. by Young. 
| Careleſs Huſband, C. by C:bber. 
| Cato, T. by Addiſon. WAS, 
| | Cleone, T. by Dodſley. Fey 8 
3 Committee; or the Faithful Iriſhman, C. by Howard. 
Confcious Lovers, C. by Steele. N 
8 Couple; or, a Trip to the Jubilee, C. by Far- 
gdaubar. 3 
Country Wife, C. by Wicherly, 
Diſtreſt Mother, T. by Phillips. 
Fair Penitent, T. by Rowe. 
Hamlet, T. by Shakeſpeare. 
Jane Shore, T. by Rowe. | 
Inconſtant; or, the Way to win him, C. by Farquhar, 
Julius Cæſar, T. by Shakeſpeare. 


1 2 Love and a bottle, C. by Farguhkar. 
I Love for Love, C. by Congreve. 

1 Log Lovers ; or, Ladies Friendſhip, C. by Steele. 
. | iſer, C. by Fielding. 
17 Mithridates King of Pontus, T. by Lee. 


Mourning Bride, T. by Congreve. 

Non- Juror, C. by Cibber. 

Old Batchelor, C. by Congreve. 5 

Oroncko; or, the Royal Slave, T. C. by Southern, 

1 e of China, T. by Murphy. | A 

of Othello, the Moor of Venice, T. by Shakeſpeare. 

"1 Plain Dealer, C. by Vicher!y. 1 

I Revenge, T. by Young. 

4 Richard III. T. Altered from Shakeſpeare, by Cibber. 

1 Royal Convert, T. by Rowe. 

| She would and ſhe would not; or, the Kind Impoſtor, C. 

by Cibber. ; | | | 

Sir Harry Wildair, C. by Farguhar. 

Tamerlane, T. by Rowe. 
Tender Huſband ; or, Accompliſhed Fools, C. by Steele. 
Twin Rivals, C. by Farguhar. | 
Venice Preſerved ; or, a Plot diſcovered, T. by Otway. 
Way of the World, C. by Congrewe. 
Wit without Money, C. by Bea: 
Zara, T. by Hill. 
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